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Fallen Angel 


Aunt Julene woke me up at 6:31 on the dot, sweeping lightly into the bedroom with a 
breakfast tray between her hands. This was nothing unusual in itself, I'd been subjected to 
these dawnlight raids for the past couple of years. Her voice sliced through the air like a 
keen-edged blade. 


"Rise and shine, sleepy-head," she chimed in bright, tinkling tones that never failed to set 
my teeth on edge, "your appointment's at nine, and we can't lie around all day." 


My appointment. 
The one I'd been dreading all week. 


"Do I have to, Aunt Julie?" I asked, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. I didn't want to go 
through with any of this. The way she treated me was embarrassing beyond words. 


"We went over this yesterday, sweetheart," she replied, setting my breakfast down on the 
corner stand, "now: come on; out of bed. We have a long day ahead of us." 


Slipping out from under the blankets, I planted my feet in a square of dappled sunlight. My 
thick blonde hair hung lankly around my shoulders while I lapped at my breakfast. As 
always, the coffee was wincingly sweet, practically swamped with milk and honey. 
Something of an eccentric, my aunt held some extremely unorthodox views on diet and 
nutrition...amongst other things. 


Meantime, Julene went through my closet, sorting out my wardrobe for the day. Almost 
inevitably, she chose the shortest outfit she could find, a translucent red sunfrock with a 
full-circle drop-waist; the kind of thing worn by little girls with giggly smiles and long 
yellow ribbons in their hair. 


"Yes, I think that will do nicely," Julene nodded to herself, then raised a skeptical eyebrow 
in my direction, "now — take off those horrid underpants. You know I can't stand to see you 
wearing them." 


Those 'horrid underpants' were white cotton knickers, the type sold at any Unisex outlet. On 
most occasions, Aunt Julie turned a blind eye to them, as they could be worn by either boys 
or girls, but today was different. Today, we had the appointment. 


Turning my back to her, I peeled my underwear down to my ankles, feeling my colour 
deepen. No matter how many times she saw me naked, I always blushed a torrid pink, 
knowing that literally everything I had was on exhibition. Julie scrutinized me with a 
critical eye, gliding her fingers over my tummy, waist and bottom several times in the 
process. 


"All right, good," she concluded, ushering me towards the doorway, "come along, 
Honeybee; it's time we ran a bath for you." 


"Please Aunt Julie," I protested quietly, "I can do that myself." 


"I know you can, darling. I just want to make sure you do it right." 


A hazy mist filled the room as Julene ran the hot water. This was a scene we'd played out a 
hundred times in the past, one which never failed to fill me with an overwhelming sense of 
disgrace. I stood silently to one side with my hands crossed in front of myself, wondering 
why she took such pleasure in humiliating me day after day. 


Contrary to all appearances, I knew she didn't hate me. In many respects, she'd always been 
exceptionally kind, showering me with genuine affection I'd never known from my own 
parents. At the same time, however, she seemed utterly obsessed with degrading me — 
breaking my will through constant manipulation and vicious mind games. 


I peered at the bath through hooded eyelids. The foam was swirling beneath the faucet, the 
cloying scent of bath-oils hung thick in the air around us. It was almost full now; pearly 
froth was spilling over the edge. 


"AII right, in you get," Julene said, fluttering a casual hand towards the tub. I complied in 
mute obedience, feeling roughly six years old as she lathered up my naked limbs. It's 
impossible to convey how humiliating it was, being forced to submit to her will that way. 
The words simply don't exist in my vocabulary. It wasn't enough to simply treat me like a 
girl. She had to reduce me to the level of a hapless infant. 


I moved in with my Aunt Julene just over two years ago. I used to be a boy back then. 
Well...a boy, more or less. It was hard to tell at times. With my girlish features and slender 
build, I might've been one or the other. That was the main reason my folks sent me away. 
They didn't want any nancies swanning around the house: brought the family name into 
disrepute, they said. 


For a short time, I started over-compensating for my effeminate mannerisms — I cut my hair 
short, swaggered around doing bad Marlon Brando impersonations, the kind of thing most 
adolescent boys do in their early teens. It was all doomed to failure; I was just too feminine 
by nature and appearance. More than that, Aunt Julie refused to tolerate any masculine 
behaviour on my part. 


Julene Mayfield had taken me in because I possessed so many androgynous characteristics. 
While my parents "didn't want no nancies swanning round the house," Aunt Julie didn't 
want any anything e/se. She'd accepted custody on the sole understanding that I would be 
raised as a girl - the daughter she'd never had. 


Almost from our first week together, Julene had started the long and sometimes arduous 
process of gender reconditioning - gradually recasting me into a female role. Needless to 
say, I was somewhat less than enthusiastic about the procedure - which involved corseting, 
deportment and hormonal therapy - but Aunt Julie was utterly inflexible on these points. 


First, there were the sailor suits, followed by the unisexual clothing. Within two months I 
was slipping on pink nylon panties with barely a word of complaint. That was the hold she 
had on me. I hated being treated like a little girl, but I felt as though I had no other choice. 


By the time I turned fifteen, I was passing for female under even the closest observation. 
The deception was so effective that I'd been working as a fashion model under my Aunt's 
ever-vigilant tutelage. She'd started me off with Chamberlain Studios over a year before, 
posing mainly for catalogues and brochures before working gradually up to mannequin 
parades at local malls and plazas. Within a few months, I'd established a successful 
reputation and was making over three hundred pounds per shoot. 


There was, however, little consolation in my overnight success, as I saw very little of the 
money I earned. In point of fact, my life had become something of a nightmare. 


Julene now controlled virtually every aspect of my existence, being both my legal guardian 
and business representative. I was subservient to her will and dependent on her charity, 
rarely questioning her decisions and never defying her instructions. 


Unable to resist my Aunt's authority, I was reduced to a helpless, vulnerable child; denied 
the most basic rights enjoyed by young men my age. Julene literally oversaw my every 
action, refusing me even the privacy of bathing alone. 


My morning ablutions finished, I was taken, naked and dripping from the bathroom, to 
prepare for our appointment. Holding me by the hand, Julene led me back to my bedroom. I 
followed with a downcast expression, my hair still moist from the bath. I was terribly 
conscious of my nudity, the chill morning air caressing my bare flesh. 


"Aunt Julie, I'm not feeling well," I murmured, still seeking an excuse to avoid my 
forthcoming humiliation, "can't I stay home today?" 


"Oh, nonsense," Julene replied dismissively, "you've just got the butterflies, dear. Now - 
let's get you dressed." Despite her offhand tone, I knew there would be no arguing the 
point. She'd made up her mind, and I was going to follow her instructions. No questions, no 
negotiations, no debate. 


Entering the bedroom, she sent me off to the dressing table with a brisk slap on the bottom. 
I bit my lip, holding back a tiny gasp of surprise. I knew it was a gesture of affection, but 
being treated like a child always filled me with embarrassment. 


"All right; let's see what we have here," Julene said, rifling systematically through my 
underwear drawer. "Pretty though you are, you still can't go to work stark naked," she 
added with a laugh that raised gooseflesh on my tummy. After close on a minute 
rummaging around, she found what she was looking for. 


"Here, put these on, baby. You'll need your prettiest undies for the shoot this afternoon." 


Oh No!! I thought, looking across at the sheer black panties dangling from her fingertips, 
Not AGAIN!! She was going to make me wear the black satin bra and knicker set she'd 
bought me last month - probably with matching garters and stockings! Julene had had them 
specially made, based on my projected measurements. I'd tried the brassiere on earlier in 
the week; designed something like a corset, it squeezed my flesh into a more girlish shape. 
The panties weren't as uncomfortable, but I couldn't stand them all the same. There was 
nothing more humiliating than being forced into sleek, black lingerie. 


Well, at least they'd be covered by the sundress, I thought. It was one of several expensive 
pieces chosen for the summer catalogue. The frock was excruciatingly short, barely 
concealing the tops of my thighs. I hated the cutesy, girlish appearance of the thing, but bit 
down on my complaints, knowing from long experience that my protests would be ignored. 


Little did I know that dress-length would not be an issue on this occasion. While Julene 
helped me into my underwear, I began to suspect that she'd arranged something very 
special for today's fashion shoot. Judging by her comments, it appeared that I would be 
graduating to an entirely new level in the modeling business. Potential economic benefits 
notwithstanding, I was less than enthusiastic over my Aunt's managerial strategies. 


Julene clipped me into the custom designed bra, modified to give the appearance of a slight 
cleavage. I scrutinized my reflection in the mirror, apprehensively searching for the 
slightest defect or imperfection. 


"Aunt Julie, I'm really worried about this. What if someone realizes I'm not really a girl?" 


"Don't be silly," she replied, diligently adjusting my bra-straps, "once we get you into a 
maidenform, nobody will be able to tell the difference. Not even when you're walking 
around in your bra and panties." 


What?! I thought, barely concealing an involuntary flinch, She expects me to - to parade 
around in -? 


"Can't I at least wear my jeans?" I suggested, feeling a faint, rosen blush stealing across my 
features. 


"Of course you can't, dear," Julene answered brightly, "we don't want anyone mistaking 
you for a boy, now, do we?" 


No chance of that, | admitted to myself. The illusion was flawless; all the months of 
training and oestrogen had lent me a frail, waif-like appearance. Worse still — I'd be wearing 
NOTHING but my bra and knickers for the photoshoot this afternoon. The thought of 
modeling these skimpy little things before the camera made my head swim with panic. 
Once the catalogue was published, literally thousands of people would see me in my 
underwear. 


No amount of pleading on my part could change her mind; Julene was adamant that I would 


honour my contract (which she had previously arranged), regardless of how much I 
resented the experience. 


Having laced me into my sleek, black undergarments, she handed me the frock, instructing 
me to put it on, post haste. Gnawing my lip in rising consternation, I slid it carefully over 
my head, shivering as the cool material whispered down my bare torso. Once it fell into 
position, she smoothed out all ofthe folds and wrinkles, tutting to herself in mock 
disapproval. 


"Doesn't that look delightful?" she asked, still fussing with the shoulders and waistline, "I 
really can't imagine anything prettier." I glanced into my bedroom mirror, taking in Aunt 
Julie's idea of a 'pretty little sundress'. 


So short, it barely covered my panties. 


So sheer, you could actually see my panties. 


Might as well go out in nothing but my panties. 


It probably wouldn't have bothered me so much if I hadn't been born a boy. 


"All right, Honeybee," Julene said, taking my wrist in her iron grip, "we'd better get going. 
Come along." We were already running a little late. 


"OK," I replied, pausing to find my shoulder bag, "I'll just get my —" 


"Now, Angela," she ordered, dragging me towards the door. 


"Owww! Not so hard," I cried, stumbling along behind, "I'm coming." 


Julene hustled me out to the main corridor, where the ancient art deco elevator took us 
down to the main foyer. Tottering about on my high heels, I always drew a great deal of 
attention from the lobby staff, who exchanged knowing glances with one another. I lowered 
my face until we were out on the street, where a gleaming black limousine awaited our 


arrival. 


"Thank you, Marsden," Julene remarked as the chauffeur opened the door for her. Marsden 
was a tall, steely-faced man in a vintage uniform, black driver's cap riding low on his brow. 
The proverbial Man's Man, was Marsden Everett, Esq. Soft spoken, mild-mannered and as 
hard as polished granite. Precisely the kind of man I could never be. 


"Ma'am," he greeted in the same toneless voice he used every morning, face never changing 
expression. Sparing me a single grim nod, he closed the door carefully behind us, then 
strode around to the driver's side of the vehicle. I slid across the creamy leather upholstery, 
hemline riding up to expose my lean, limber thighs. I tried to pull it down to the edge of my 
panties, knowing it would cover nothing whatsoever. 


"Redlace Productions," Julene ordered as Marsden fired up the engine, "and don't spare the 
horses." This was one of her favourite expressions; don't spare the horses. It was the kind 
of old-world vernacular that appealed to my Aunt's upper-class pretensions. She was a huge 
fan of old British dramas like Upstairs Downstairs and The Duchess of Duke Street, 
patterning her life after them in many respects. 


"Ma'am," Marsden replied with an implacable shifting of gears. The jag rumbled out into 
the slowly drifting traffic, heading west along Coronation Drive. 


"You'll be taking a step up in the world today," Julene told me, reaching for the wine chiller, 
"five hundred pounds just to traipse around in your bra and knickers." True to form, she 
poured herself a glass of Beaujolais, oblivious of my swiftly rising anxiety. 


I'd never modeled lingerie before, but had a good idea what to expect. Redlace Productions 
was probably the lowest rung on the ladder, employing the absolute dregs of the industry. It 
was common knowledge that the company was staffed entirely by perverts and deviants; 
borderline criminals who should be locked away from the rest of humanity. 


With my session starting at 11.00 am, most of the morning would be spent in the dressing 
room, where a hair-stylist and beautician would spend at least two hours polishing the 
chrome. My cheeks would be rouged, my nails painted and my hair flounced into a mass of 
golden curls. Around 10.45, I'd be taken out to the main venue, where a fat, sweaty 
cameraman would drool all over me while the lighting crew set up the stage. 


The remainder of the afternoon would be taken up with a series of gratuitous stripteases, as 
I was compelled to pose in a variety of bras, pants, bustiers, corsets, suspenders and 


stockings before a roomful of camera-wielding strangers. Adding to this abject humiliation 
would be my ever-present fear of discovery — nobody apart from Julene knew that I was 
actually a boy, and every moment before the lens would increase the risk of detection. 


Worse still, I suspected that my troubles had barely begun. Aunt Julie had already booked 
my next appearance; a live catwalk parade at Ceres Department Store, scheduled for next 
Friday afternoon. What if that turned out to be another panty-show as well? I could already 
see myself, strutting my undies before hundreds of slavering degenerates. 


Julene's voice suddenly cut across my reveries, jarring me back to the present. 


"Don't look so down in the mouth," she told me with an amused smile, "do you know how 
many girls would sell their souls to trade places with you? How many envy your fine bone 
structure, your perfect skin, your natural beauty?" 


"I'm not a girl," I objected under my breath. 


"Not yet, " she said, still beaming that amused smile. 


My eyes widened slightly at this seemingly innocuous comment. The words seemed 
harmless enough, but this was something she'd been hinting at for months now — usually in 
connection the vacation we'd be taking next summer. After all our hard work, we both 
deserved a holiday, preferably in an exotic tropical paradise, surrounded by the most 
opulent of luxuries. Most probably Brazil, where Julene would lie on the beach sipping 
pina coladas...and I would be taken to a small, dilapidated room full of sharp, glittering 
instruments. There, I would undergo a complicated medical procedure ensuring my 
biological gender could never be revealed. 


"You don't mean that," I whispered. 


"You know I do." Her eyes were twin slits of ice: cold, mocking and utterly remorseless. I'd 
wondered for a long time if she were simply oblivious to my misery, but I saw now that she 
took pleasure — great pleasure — in my shame and fear. She was a viper, contemplating her 
next meal; I was a sparrow, locked in the crosshairs of her venomous gaze. 


I stared out the window for the rest of the journey, unable to conceal my emotions from her. 
I had neither the strength nor courage to resist: the past two years had devastated my ego, 
leaving me a hollow vessel into which she could pour her desires. In every sense of the 


word, I have become her slave, her possession, her thing. And very soon — I will be her girl. 


Contents 


Her Tender Mercies 


A bolt of panic shot down my spine when I heard the key settling in the lock. My eyes 
flickered over towards the door: it had to be Aunt Cathy! What was she doing home so 
early? She'd headed off to her bridge club less than fifteen minutes ago; I wasn't expecting 
her back for several hours. My pulse leapt into overdrive as the key slid into place with an 
audible clack! 


NOO00000000! I thought, feeling the colour rise in my cheeks. My lips parted in a silent 
gasp. My greatest fear was about to be realized; my deepest secret revealed. I stepped 
backwards in rising alarm, nearly tripping over the coffee table. 


This couldn't be happening. Not here, not now. Not after I'd spent so many months hiding 
my true identity in the shadows. I glanced wildly about the room, mentally calculating the 
odds of making it across to the stairs unseen. Every nerve in my body started screaming 
with electric fire. Aunt Cathy was home, I could almost see her standing out on the landing, 
chatting way with her friends from the bridge club. Any second now, the door would open 
and they'd step inside, eyes widening at the spectacle of a twelve year-old sissy-boy dressed 
in frilly blue panties... 


Turning away from the door, I caught sight of myself in the cheval mirror I'd set up near the 
sofa. It showed me as I truly am; a petite little girl with long blond hair and full, crimson 
lips. How could I explain this, account for my sudden metamorphosis? In all the months 
since I had come to live with her, Aunt Cathy had never seen me as my real self. She would 
never understand: very few people could, even in this day and age. 


I've never really understood it myself. 


The door swung open. 


Aunt Cathy stepped across the threshold, adjusting her sunglasses and leading a flock of 


gabbling matrons into the living room. Frozen to the spot, I turned to face them, self- 
consciously covering my mouth with both hands. 


A deafening silence fell upon the house as half a dozen babbling voices halted in mid- 
sentence. The moment seemed to spin out to eternity: how was I ever going to explain this? 


An infinite span of time later, Aunt Cathy decided to break the insufferable tension with a 
single word. 


"Chris?" she asked in a voice laced with honeyed arsenic. She stared me up and down with 
a long, measuring gaze, barely capable of hiding her amusement. I nodded, opening my 
mouth but unable to form a reply. What was she thinking? I could read nothing from her 
expression, apart from the faintest trace of mockery. 


She knew! I realized in sudden, breathless clarity, she knew all along! Worse still, she'd set 
me up for this gratuitous humiliation. 


I've never forgiven Aunt Cathy for what happened next. The house filled up with 
housewives and homemakers, spanning the Parlor from pillar to post. They milled about in 
conspiratorial groups, casting furtive glances at my thighs and panties. 


I glanced towards the stairs, feeling two dozen pairs of eyes crawling all over my half- 
naked body. If my Aunt hadn't been blocking my path, I would have bolted for my room 
and locked the door. Noting my obvious anxiety, Cathy suddenly called for attention. 


"Ladies" she began, looking around at her friends, "you all know my nephew, Chrissy?" A 
murmur of assent rose from the crowd, which was now closing in around me in a loose 
semi-circle. 


"Well, as I mentioned earlier, he's agreed to put on a show for us", Cathy continued in a 
bright, conversational voice, "as a matter of fact, he's been so eager he seems to have begun 
without us." 


Some of the older women were laughing now: soft, placid chortles for the time being, but 
that would soon give way to vicious, waspish cackling. The younger ones were smirking at 


one another, virtually incapable of keeping their faces straight. Aunt Cathy motioned them 
towards the armchairs and sofas, encouraging them to find a ringside seat. 


"Chris has been working on this routine for months now," she explained merrily, "from 
what I can gather, he models his underwear every time I'm out of the house." 


I groaned in utter despair. What did she mean, what was she going to make me do? 
Whatever she had in mind, it was certain to rob me of my last vestige of human dignity. I 
bit down hard on my lip, holding back the whimpers that threatened to escape my throat. 


I knew most of these women by sight, having accompanied Aunt Cathy to several of her 
Bridge nights earlier in the year. One of them I placed as Mrs Rhodes, the president of the 
local P&T. The others I couldn't pin a name to, although I had the impression they'd all 
dropped by our house several times over the past six months. 


Worse still, I was fairly sure they all had children, most of whom attended my school. Any 
hope of secrecy had flown out the window the moment these blue-rinse horrors walked in 
through the door. By this time tomorrow, the gossip would be all over town; everyone in 
Chamberlain would know the colour of my undies. 


I stood to one side of the chattering group, trembling with barely suppressed panic. I 
wanted to run away, hide in my bedroom, but Cathy had no intention of letting me off that 
lightly. She'd spent weeks, possibly months planning this moment, and nothing was going 
to rain on her parade. 


Taking her place by the antiquated stereo system, she switched on the radio and tuned into 
the Melodies station. Low, sensuous "elevator" music drifted about the living room, setting 
the mood for the afternoon's festivities. Once the preparations were finished, Cathy 
addressed her audience, extending a hand in my direction. 


"As I was telling you, Chrissy has ambitions of being a fashion model. This is probably 
why he's been stealing knickers off the neighbours' washing lines." 


My jaw dropped in astonishment. That was an outright /ie. I hadn't stolen anything; I'd 
saved up my allowance for months on end, buying all of my costumes via mail order. She 
must have known that; she seemed to know everything else I was doing. This was just an 
excuse, a flimsy pretext for the ordeal she was about to put me through. 


"Noooo, Aunt Cathy, I didn't —" 


"And, as he seems to have his sights set on lingerie modeling," Cathy went on, cutting me 
off in mid-sentence, "I thought we should give him a chance to perform before a /ive 
audience." 


My eyes bulged from their sockets as I realized what my Aunt had been saving up as the 
Grand Finale. For one second the floor seemed to lurch beneath my feet. I shook my head 
in utter disbelief: this simply couldn't be happening. Even she wouldn't do this to me; 
wouldn't subject me to such total humiliation. 


How wrong I was. 


"OK, pay attention everybody," Cathy exclaimed, taking me by the wrist, "It's time our 
little model put on his show." 


"Please Aunt Cathy, I don't want to do this," I whimpered hopelessly, trying not to stammer 
my words, "everyone will make fun of me." Cathy laughed her response. 


"Oh, what are you so worried about? You make a beautiful little girl." 


"But I don't want to look like a little girl, Aunt Cathy!!" 


She leaned in close, lowering her voice and impaling me with a searing blue gaze. 


"Well — I guess this is what you get for sneaking around behind my back, young man. 
You're going to model your pretty little panties in front of everybody, and that's the end of 
it!" 


Faced with this intractable sentence, I immediately found myself begging, sobbing for 
clemency: No, please Aunt Cathy, don t make me do this, I promise I ll never do it again, 
please. 


All to no avail: Cathy deflected my pleas with a careless wave of her hand, dismissing my 


fears as inconsequential. I pressed on regardless, appealing the verdict in growing 
desperation. Again, I should have known better. It was a doomed venture from the start. 


"You're the one who wants to be a lingerie model," she said, effectively terminating any 
further discussion on the subject, "so here's your big chance." 


"N00000000!" I wailed as she led me to the centre of the floor. I stumbled along behind her, 
blushing all the way to my eyebrows. An urgent, feverish heat filled my tummy: this was 
really happening, she was going to make me dance in my underwear before a houseful of 
complete strangers. 


I stared around the Parlour, heart thundering in my rib cage. The living room was a mass of 
babbling, wild-eyed housefraus. They were literally squealing with delight, eyes shining 
with feral pleasure. This was one show they weren't going to miss. I felt surrounded, 
trapped, hemmed in. 


"No, no, please no!" I cried, heart pounding in my throat, "take me up to my room! I don't 
everyone to see!" A rash of laughter rippled through the audience. Some of them chortled 
over my childish modesty, others sighed with maternal pleasure. Someone patted me 
affectionately on the bottom: there there, baby, no need to be shy. 


"Don't be silly, Chrissy," Cathy replied gaily, "you're a little girl, no one minds seeing your 
panties." She pushed me slightly ahead of her, then walked back to the stereo, leaving me 
alone in nothing but my blue satin petti-pants and lacy white girl-socks. 


More laughter from the audience; high-pitched giggles of sheer derision. Several of the 
elder Moms clapped their hands in ribald encouragement. Overwhelmed with misery, I 
stepped away from them, only to discover my exit blocked by Mrs Rhodes and several 
grinning conspirators. The message was clear: I wasn't going anywhere. 


Gasping with shame, I tried to to cover my flimsy little briefs with both hands. The action 
prompted a chorus of amusement from the audience: /sn't he just the sweetest little thing, 
look at him trying to hide his underpants, you'd never guess he was a boy, would you? 


By this time, my face was blazing the colour of a ripe tomato. Even now, decades after the 
event, I can still recall the breathless, gasping shame of that moment, the leering, 
contemptuous cheers of my audience. That was how it seemed to me at the time; twelve 
year-old boys are terribly self-conscious about their bodies, particularly where strangers are 
concerned. Of course, none of that mattered to Aunt Cathy. She and her company were 


enjoying the spectacle far too much to consider a child's emotions. 


"OK, let's get this show on the road," Mrs Rhodes said behind me, her high, warbling voice 
pregnant with excitement, "Cathy, ramp the music up a little". 


I cast a final, imploring glance at my Aunt, but found no sympathy there. Her face was 
hard, stern, accusing. I knew that expression from painful experience. You're going to do 
this, it said, right here, right now, and without another word. You'll do it, or so help me, I'll 
take your pants down and SPANK your BARE BOTTOM in front of the entire room! 


I choked back on my tears, knowing there was no room for debate, no room for negotiation. 
She'd reached her decision long ago, and nothing was going to alter her judgment. I would 
probably get a spanking later on anyway; the only question was whether it would take place 
in front of these screeching harpies or in the privacy of my room upstairs. 


Cathy dialed up the music, then nodded her head in my direction, her eyes narrowed and 
threatening. 


The moment had arrived. It was time to model my lingerie. 


My vision blurred as I strode reluctantly into the middle of the parlour. Hot tears streaked 
down my cheeks; I had never felt such utter degradation before in my life. 


Here I was, surrounded by a gaggle of old maids, clapping and leering with delight. I 
shimmied my pelvis from side to side, sauntering around in a wide circle, allowing 
everyone a close-up view of my gauzy blue underwear. I felt trapped, cornered, exposed: 
practically nothing was left to the imagination. 


Cronish hands wandered over my body as I strutted past, stroking my waist and tummy. 
Some of them slapped hard at my bottom, leaving sharp, red handprints. I wept as much 
with pain as anxiety, resisting the temptation to rub my stinging fanny. 


Others commented on my slim, coltish legs, remarking that I should wear a pair of thigh- 
highs next time. My eyes widened with horror at the thought — what did they mean, next 
time?? Would Aunt Cathy force me to go through this ordeal again? I suddenly understood 


how desperate my situation had become. They wanted to see me decked out in suspenders, 
stockings and a training bra. 


"We should make this a weekly event," Mrs Rhodes suggested, prompting a chorus of 
agreement from the hen's club, "bring our kids along to see what we do with knicker- 
pickers." 


I voiced a tiny scream, wincing at the fresh burst of shrewish laughter. This was so unjust — 
I wasn't a'snow-dropper', I'd never been anywhere near the neighbours' clotheslines. 
Needless to say, it made no difference whatsoever. Nobody would have believed me over 
Aunt Cathy. I was a child, she was an adult, as far as they were concerned, my guilt had 
already been established. 


Cathy forced me to complete five more circuits of the floor, then decided to put the 
finishing touches on the afternoon's entertainment. I knew exactly what she had in mind as 
soon as her fingers closed around my wrist. 


"No, Aunt Cathy, please! Not a spanking! !" 


A rousing burst of applause followed us across the room as I was led towards the 
straightback chair. I stumbled along in tow, sobbing and pleading for mercy. Struggle as I 
might, I simply couldn't break that iron grip. 


"Doris — could you hand me the hairbrush from my purse?" Cathy asked Mrs Rhodes, "I 
think it'S time we dealt with our little panty-thief here." 


"NOOOOOOOO!!!" I wailed at the top of my lungs, "not the hairbrush, NOOOOOO!!!" 


The forementioned brush was instantly produced and passed along to my Aunt, who placed 
it on the footstool next to the chair. 


"I think we'll do this on the bare, young 'lady!"" Turning me around to face the audience, 
she slipped her thumbs through my knickers and peeled them down to my ankles. 
Squealing in childish shock, I crossed my hands in front of myself, much to the amusement 
of the assembled witnesses. Unfortunately, Aunt Cathy wouldn't countenance any 'false' 
modesty. Taking me by the forearm, she pulled me firmly over her lap, centering my 
position so that my naked bottom-cheeks were staring at the ceiling. 


"Noooo!!!" | wailed in absolute terror, "please don't Aunt Cathy!! It'll hurt! !" 


"Oh, you can bet this is going to hurt, little girl," she replied, raising the brush high over her 
right shoulder, "now stop struggling or I'll make this a /ot worse for you!!!" 


Dooonn't, | whimpered as the brush flashed down over my upraised bottom-tops. Aunt 
Cathy had always spanked hard, within a few minutes, my buns were scorched bright pink. 
Whipping my head back and forth, I thrashed my legs in exquisite agony. The Bridge Club 
cheered their appreciation as my hynie blazed with scarlet heat. At some point during the 
proceedings, my knickers flew off my feet, leaving me in nothing but my frilly white knee- 
socks. 


The spanking continued for twelve endless minutes while the brush seared my plump, 
round orbs, alternating left to right. There was no escape, no respite. I was going to take my 
punishment no matter how much I yowled and begged for leniency. By the time she 
finished, I could only lie exhausted over her knee, my bottom glowing a deep, tortured 
violet. 


"Now — up to your room", Cathy ordered, concluding the afternoon's jubilations, "I'll be 
along to talk to you later." 


Finally released from her tender mercies, I fled naked to the stairs. Peals of raucous 
laughter echoed along the passageway as I threw myself weeping onto my bed. 


I'd been sobbing into my pillow for over an hour when I heard Cathy's heavy footsteps 
approaching my door. I turned over and watched in trepidation as she entered the room, 
bearing the brush in her right hand. My nerve broke at the sight of it, I lapsed into a litany 
of frightened pleas: 


"Please don't spank me again, Aunt Cathy," I wept like a six-year old, "it still hurts really 
bad, I can't stand it, please don't -" 


"All right, that's enough," she snapped, eyebrows knit in clear disapproval, "it's time we had 
a talk...Chrissy." 


Adopting her sternest posture, she laid down the law in no uncertain terms. The journey I'd 
taken over her knee today would be nothing compared to the punishment I'd receive if I 
didn't do precisely as I was told. She'd known all along that I was a tranzi, more or less 
since the first time I'd raided her underwear draw. There would be no more secrets between 
us, no more skulking around like a coward. From now on, I'd be modeling my panties in 
public! 


NOO0000000! I cried out in disgrace, but a single stroke of the hairbrush cut my 
protests short. Aunt Cathy was deadly serious and meant every word she said. Over the next 
few weeks, my Friday afternoon lingerie parades became a regular event (exactly as Mrs 
Rhodes had implied), where I was forced to traipse around the living room with my frilly 
underwear on open exhibition. 


I swiftly discovered there was no defying her authority, and my life became a living hell as 
she ground me under her thumb for the next six years. There was no escape, no respite. She 
had me in lace, skirts and dresses right up to the day I moved out to attend college. Even 
after that, I was still a laughing stock, a mockery to everyone who'd known me throughout 
my tormented adolescence. 


And in the end, I guess it was no more than I deserved. 
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Bunny Hop Belle 


The Everdale Junior Bunny-Hop had been scheduled for April the first, and everybody was 
looking forward to the festivities - even some of the boys. Possessing a long history of 
pinafore discipline, the school had more than its fair share of petticoated students; young 
Stacy Williams being one of its best-known offenders. Barely a week went by when he 
wasn't skirted and spanked over some cheeky misdemeanor. 


His recent behaviour had been so incorrigible that his Mommy had been called in to talk to 
the headmistress. After some discussion, they agreed that Stacy should attend the bunny 
hop in full petticoats to deter further misconduct. Naturally, Stacy was somewhat reluctant 
to accept this well-deserved penalty, but the threat of a good, hard spanking soon quelled 
his objections. 


Once the fateful night arrived, the school auditorium glittered with coloured lights and 
fluorescent posters. Dozens of giggling children flocked around the jukebox, overseen by 


chattering adults. Everybody teased Stacy over his high-waisted party dress and bright 
scarlet hair-bows, making him blush redder than a summer tomato. Worse still, his Mommy 
forced him onto the dance floor, reminding him to prance and whirl with the rest of the 
girls. 


Soon after the dancing began, a discussion broke out amongst the mothers as to which little 
girl was wearing the frilliest dress. There was certainly a huge range to choose from; every 
last bunny was decked out in her prettiest party dress, literally covered with ribbons and 
bows. 


When the girls picked up on the conversation, they all started vying for their Mommies' 
attention, spinning and twirling about the dance floor like their skirts were going to fly 
away. It was no easy decision to make, as they all looked so cute and funny! 


But then Tracy decided to settle the matter once and for all. Sporting an impish little smile, 
he spun around and flipped his skirt high up over his back. Displaying his plump, pantied 
bottom to the entire room, he proved that some boys have more frills underneath than the 
girls do! 


Wrapped in a cloud of alabaster petticoats, Tracy shimmied his tail back and forth, much to 
the delight of everybody present (though some of the girls were understandably annoyed at 
being upstaged). 


"What a little show off," the mothers all agreed, and promptly crowned Stacy the Frilliest 
Bunny at the Hop. He was rewarded with a bag of sweets and some huge, delicious cuddles 
from his Mommy, who swept him up in a haze of gleaming nylon. 


"I think those panties need a good spanking," Mommy said, patting him fondly on the 
bottom. She was joking of course; there was a twinkle in Mommy's eye, so Tracy knew he 
wasn't in any real trouble. Returning to the dance floor, he quickly joined in the fun with 
the rest of his friends, many of whom were busy revealing their crinolines in emulation of 
Tracy's cheeky antics. 


All things considered, it turned out to be a perfect evening. Best of all, Little Tracy 
Williams started a something of a tradition that year. Although he may have been the first 
boy to be crowned Frilliest Bunny at the Hop, he certainly wasn't the last! 
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CONSCRIPTED! 


My very first experience with girls' lingerie occurred during the summer of my ninth year. I 
was assisting my mother around her department store, dressing mannequins and attaching 
price tags in the women's section. This was common practice back in those days, female 
staff often brought their children to work during the school holidays. I wasn't the only child 
on hand either; at least two of my classmates were rambling around the stock room, 
frequently emerging from the depths to see what I was up to. We were all pretty excited, the 
store was a veritable wonderland, and I'd been waiting all year to accompany my mother in 
her duties, feeling very important and self-assured. I had no idea how much embarrassment 
I would suffer by the end of the day! 


My ordeal began when the floor manager approached Mommy and told her there was a 
problem with the latest shipment of girlswear. Evidently, the manufacturer had misplaced 
one of our orders: everything they sent was the wrong size. Nothing seemed to fit the 
mannequins we had for the window display, and nobody was sure which models to 
requisition from the warehouse. This was a disaster in the making, as the July Sale was 
meant to start the next day. Time was of the essence, and we had to sort the matter out 
immediately. 


"Which order are we talking about?" Mommy asked, looking over the inventory sheet. 


"Girls' cotton sun frocks, size 7," replied Mrs Hannigan, thoughtfully adjusting her glasses, 
"also nylon panties, small to medium six." Mommy mused over the report for a few 
seconds, then appeared to come to a decision. 


"I think I may have a solution," she remarked, looking over in my direction. "Jayden? 
Could you come over here, please?" Having surreptitiously eavesdropped on the 
conversation, I had some inkling where this was leading, and already felt considerable 
trepidation. 


"My son's small for his age," Mommy explained in her matter-of-fact tone, "roughly a six, 
give or take. If the order fits him, we'll know which mannequins we'll need." 


"Mommy!" I cried in open horror, "I can't wear girls' panties!! I'm a boy!!" 
y p girls p y 


My complaints were naturally swept aside as I was led away to the changing booth. 


"Nonsense," Mommy replied, guiding me firmly by the wrist "who'll know the difference? 
Once we get you into a dress, you'll be the prettiest girl in Everdale." 


Who'll know the difference? I wailed internally. She'd just dragged me past five of my 
grinning classmates and half the Friday morning crowd. Everyone could see what was 
going on: by this time next week the news would be all over town. 


Mrs Hannigan joined us with a handful of knickers and several dresses folded over one 
arm. My stomach practically turned a backflip as I understood there would no escape, no 
last minute reprieves. I'd been conscripted as a living mannequin. No matter how much I 
begged and protested, I'd soon be modeling those shiny satin briefs in public. Mommy 
flung open the changing booth's curtain, tightening her grip on my forearm as I tried to pull 
away. 


"No, Mommy, please no!" I trilled in a high, quavering voice, "I'm not a little girl!" 


"You are today," she answered implacably. A small crowd was starting to gather in our 
vicinity, mostly women with small children, their faces etched with growing amusement. I 
tried digging my feet into the carpet, and was rewarded with a sharp, stinging smack to the 
rear. 


"OOOOWWWW'" I yelped, jumping involuntarily forward, "that hurt! /" 


"It'll hurt a lot worse if you don't hold still," Mommy warned, reaching down to peel my t- 
shirt over my head. A ripple of laughter circulated amidst the onlookers, I heard my name 
bandied about by several of my erstwhile schoolchums. A moment later, I felt Mommy 
unbuckling the belt of my jeans. 


"No, Mommy, DOOOON'T!!!" I cried, but put up no resistance, unwilling to risk another 
spank. She didn't even draw the curtain back across the booth. A few seconds later, I was 
standing naked with my jeans and underpants lapping around my ankles. 


"Look how Jayden's blushing!!" 


This was followed by a high-pitched, girlish cackle. I didn't look around to see who was 
laughing at me, I wouldn't give them the satisfaction. Turning my back with a childish pout, 
I presented my smooth, round bottom-cheeks to the milling horde, certain there must have 
been a bright, red handprint burning there. 


"Now — step into these”, Mommy instructed, holding out a pair of high-waisted nylon 
panties. They were a brilliant, glistening white, catching the glare of the overhead 
fluorescents. I hesitated less than two heartbeats, noting the expression on my mother's 
face. She was not inviting discussion on the matter. 


I trembled slightly as the sheer, wispy material touched my bare flesh. Mommy carefully 
tugged them into position, stretching the elastic leg-bands with an audible pop. There were 
dainty lace trims on each hip and a tiny pink flower sewn into the front. They were an 
almost perfect match for the frilly pink girl-socks she slipped onto my feet. 


"Come out here, so that Mrs Hannigan can take a closer look at you," Mommy said, 
ushering me out of the booth with a sweeping gesture. My entrance was welcomed with 
giggles and applause. Giggles because I was so obviously embarrassed, applause 
because... well, I looked so gosh-darned pretty. Most of the women (including some of the 
floor-staff) were cheering in approval, a slew of wolf whistles issued from the young male 
quarter. 


"Well, what do you think?" Mommy asked, "would you say he passes muster?" 


"With that petite figure, he's the perfect choice for the job," Mrs Hannigan observed, 
readjusting her glasses further up her nose. Looking back on the incident, I can see she 
wasn't far off: right up until I hit puberty, I was virtually indistinguishable from a real girl at 
the best of times. 


"All right then, it's settled," Mommy agreed, taking me by the right arm, "let's put you into 
one of these dresses." 


"Mommy..." | complained, wavering on the brink of tears. She took no notice, simply told 
me to hold my arms straight up over my head. The dress she chose was a drop-waisted 
yellow sun-frock; slipping easily over my shoulders, it reached to about six inches above 
the knee. I could feel its cool material swishing quietly against my thighs as I moved. 


Mrs Hannigan looked me over, exchanging a satisfied nod with my mother. 


"You were right," she quipped in an offhand manner, "I guess we can go ahead and 
requisition some size sevens from the warehouse." I sighed with relief at this, thinking my 
ordeal was finally over. 


"Does that mean I can take off these girlie things?" I twittered hopefully. 


"Not exactly," Mommy answered, curling her fingers around my wrist once more. She led 
me out to the centre of the floor space, affording everyone a better view. More whistles and 
catcalls erupted from the crowd. 


"We're still going to need a display model until the new mannequins arrive," Mommy 
explained, pushing me reluctantly forward, "that'll be your job for the rest of this 
afternoon". 


Just when I thought the day couldn't get any worse, the unthinkable happened. One of my 
former playmates pushed through to the front, holding up a cheap disposable camera, the 
kind you can buy from any Quicksnap outlet. Her name was Janet Kessler, she was one 
grade above me at school. 


"Would you like me to take some pics of Jayden, Mrs Taylor?" she offered, a mischievous 
grin plastered across her face. She'd never struck me as being particularly cruel, but right 
now I'd have sworn she was the most malevolent being on the planet. 


Mommy paused to consider this for a few seconds, then appeared to arrive at a decision. 


"Yes, good idea," she agreed, leading me toward the lens, "this will look good for the 
company year book." 


"Mommy —" 


"Come on." 


I tottered along with the dress flailing about my sidess while Janet adjusted the zoom. 
Mommy tied my hair back with a ribbon, then fussed about with the frock, instructing me 
to lift the skirt for the camera. 


"Hold your dress up to your tummy," she said, "we need a shot of everything you're 
wearing." My lower lip started to quiver. 


"But Mommy — everyone will see my panties!" I stared wildly around the store, blushing to 


the eyebrows at the ensuing laughter. Crimson roses burned on my cheeks. Mommy cut me 
off with a dismissive gesture. 


"Don't make a scene, Jayden," she warned, impaling me with her wild blue eyes, "Now take 
your dress up over your waist so we can see your underwear." I knew this was not a 
request, and that any further delay would result in the most severe repercussions. 


Moaning with embarrassment, I hiked the frock all the way up to my chest. Cries of delight 
circled round the room as I displayed my shiny white knickers. The camera whicked as shot 
after shot was taken, documenting my silken girlie-pants from every possible direction. I 
flinched with each blaze of the flash bulb, imagining how the photos would look, pinned to 
the school notice board when the new semester began. 


"Higher. And smile for the camera, Jayden!" 


I choked back my tears as I raised the hemline all the way to my chin. How could she do 
this to me? This morning I'd been a boy, as bright and boisterous as any other. Now I was a 
sissy, a nancy, a travesty of the masculine gender. How had this happened, what had gone 
wrong? Never in a million years had I imagined I'd find myself modeling Girls’ Knickers in 
public! 
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Make a Wish 


Danny opened his eyes with a start. 


It was early morning, just after dawn. The room seemed strange and indistinct in the dim, 
grey light. He glanced around hesitantly, trying to orient himself in the darkness. He felt a 
little dazed. He'd never been an early riser, and his nights had been rather restless lately. 
Strange dreams: sometimes baffling, often bizarre. Not quite nightmares. He'd been having 
them for months now. He pushed back the covers and sat up in bed, placing his feet on the 
floor. His throat was dry; always was after a night on the town. He needed a drink or he'd 
never get back to sleep. There was as bottle of soda in the fridge, tall and sweet and ice 
cold. He usually kept a few bottles in the icebox for precisely this purpose. Hardly a man's 
drink he supposed, but as his late father had been fond of saying, Danny was hardly a man. 


Yeah, right. Gotta hand it to the old man, always had a kind word for his gilded offspring, 
particularly when things weren't going so well. Like the time Dad had given him the choice 
between getting a job or Getting the Hell Out of My House. Get off your scrawny butt, you 
whining little fag. Yep, that was Pa all over. Kind, understanding, and patient to a fault. 


Well, no sense brooding over the cruelties of the past; Dad had bought the farm more than 
four years ago, leaving Danny a small mountain of debts and a closet full of Hawaiian 
beach shirts. Life went on, world without end, glory hallelujah. Couldn't lie around in bed 
all day, no matter how appealing the prospect seemed. Danny stood up, stretched, stepped 
towards the bedroom door- 


and stopped. 


Something was wrong. 


This wasn't his room. There was a rug on the floor, something thick and warm and fuzzy. A 
pelt of some kind, maybe a sheep skin. He could feel it beneath his feet. It shouldn't be 
there, he didn't own anything like that. His apartment had polished wooden floorboards, 
this place had both carpeting and rugs. He'd felt it as he'd slid out of bed. Why hadn't he 
noticed it then? He stared around in astonishment. Everything was wrong. The walls, the 
furniture, the drapes framing the windows - none of it looked familiar. He didn't have a 
dressing table, he had a computer desk. And that chair - it was the wrong shape completely; 
and should have been over by the bookshelf. Except he didn't have as bookshelf, not any 
more. He had a pot plant, sitting on a large, blocky chest of drawers. 


Even the door was in the wrong location. He'd been walking towards a built-in wardrobe. 
He turned and looked back at the bed. It was a single, not a double. A single with plump, 

lacy pillows and a European quilt-cover. His head began to spun in utter confusion. This 

wasn't his room. He'd never seen it before. What was going on? 


Where was he? 


"Where-" he began, then paused in mid-sentence, raising a hand to his mouth. His eyes 
widened with shock. The tone, the pitch, the resonance: all of it was alien, exotic, as 
unfamiliar as the room itself. It was impossible, it was crazy, but - 


(thats not my voice) 


it wasn't his voice. It was high and sweet, like the ringing of a crystal champagne glass. 
Breathless and rather child-like. It was ... 


(no) 


Danny's heart seemed to halt momentarily. He bit his lip very hard, trying to control the 
panic he felt rising from the pit of his belly. This couldn't be happening. The dreams, the 
weird, haunting visions he'd had every night for the past three month - it simply wasn't 
possible. This was twilight-zone material, the stuff of nightmares and Stephen King novels. 
Such things didn't happen. Couldn't happen. 


(i'm still dreaming) 


Yes, that was it. He was still dreaming. 


Except he wasn't. He knew that somehow. He was awake, completely awake, the fog had 
lifted from his mind - and he was standing in an strange bedroom, speaking with a voice 
that wasn't his. This was no dream. He put a hand to his temple and drew his fingers slowly 
down the side of his face. His cheek was smooth. Sleek and curved and as soft as the palm 
of a child. 


"No", Danny gasped under his breath. 


What had happened last night? What had he done, where had he gone after The Blue Rose 
had closed and he'd stumbled alone through the black, deserted streets of the Westside? He 
couldn't recall the exact details, his mind had been blurred with a mixture of Johnny Walker 
and cold winter night-air. He sifted through the fragments of memory, trying to make sense 
of the irrational. Something had happened, long after midnight. He'd found a shop in a back 
alley. A shop with an odd name. A shop that sold - 


"Wishes", Danny said in his high, sweet, breathless voice. 


His mind was suddenly very clear. Memory came flooding back in irresistible waves. The 
bar, the drinks, the woman in the shop that sold wishes. It was true; all of it. She'd had long 
black hair, reaching down past her waist, eyes like midnight diamonds, and a smile that 
could melt ice. They'd talked for a long time, it seemed like hours, and finally come to 
some kind of agreement. 


But what did he wish for? 


(no no no no!!) 


Danny cast frantically about the room, searching for a lamp, a lighter, a box of matches; 
anything that would illuminate his face and body. He needed to see himself, see what had 
taken place while he'd been asleep. His voice had been altered, and it felt as if his features 
had changed too, although he wouldn't be certain of that until he'd actually seen them. Dear 
God, this couldn't be happening. What had he brought on himself? 


(what did i wish for?) 


There was a lamp on the bedside table, a cheap art-deco reproduction glittering with silver 
and carnival glass. Sells for about ten dollars in K-Mart. A few feet from that was a mirror. 
The kind with hinges in the middle; what do you call it - a cheval mirror? Yes that was it. 
He'd seen one last night, there'd been one in the Gypsy's shop, it could have been the same 
one. The Gypsy had shown it to him. He'd looked into its silvery depths and seen ... 


(- dream sweet dreams of me -) 


He leaned over and switched on the lamp, blinking against the dazzling light. It seemed 
much brighter than it should have been. Narrowing his eyes, he looked down at his hands, 
turning the palms up and splaying the fingers. He shook his head in disbelief. They were 
small. Pale and delicate; smooth as a porcelain vase. They weren't his hands. They were the 
hands of some fragile, alabaster doll. 


Danny turned slowly towards the mirror. His heart was literally pounding against his chest 
now. His body felt different, the weights and balances seemed completely off centre. He 
wanted to run his hands over his body, discover the extent of the transformation, but he 
didn't dare. What would he find? What would be missing? Despite his mounting dread, he 
found himself drawn irresistibly to the mirror. Something had happened to him last night, 
some metamorphosis that defied all logic. He'd made a bargain with a woman who sold 
wishes. What had he surrendered as the price of a dream? What had he paid for? He had to 
see, had to know. He had no other choice. 


Danny looked. 


"Dear God", he whispered, feeling the strength drain out of his legs. The room began to 


lurch as the truth struck him with paralyzing force. A gentle, mellow heat spread through 
his torso by perceptible degrees. The moment spiraled out to eternity as his knees gave way. 
There was a woman staring out of the mirror. 


She lay on the bed drifting between the tides of consciousness, staring listlessly around the 
room. Her pulse was a dull throb in her ears. The seconds tapped away as she tried to 
understand what she'd seen. An illusion, some trick of shadow and light? An hallucination? 
Maybe she was mad. There was no other explanation. Last night she'd been someone else. 
A man. She'd gone out drinking at the Blue Rose, lost her way home, found her way into an 
antique shop on the west side of Chamberlain. Then she'd gone crazy. 


Yes, that was it:. She was insane. 


And a woman. 


(i'm a woman) 


Some minutes later, she found the courage to risk another glance. The room had gradually 
brightened as the sun began to rise. She sat up and ran her hands through her long, thick 
hair. Sumptuous blond locks flowed through her fingers. Last night it had been short, brown 
and rather greasy. What else had changed? The mirror had revealed only a glimpse before 
she'd collapsed over the bed. 


She got up and walked hesitantly over to the cheval. 


Bending in closer, she studied her face in detail. There'd been no mistake. She was female. 


A woman. No. Not a woman. A girl. A teenager, no more than sixteen years old. A young 
sixteen, not a mature one. Her eyes were huge and innocent; the eyes of a child who still 
kept a Barbie under her bed. She was surprisingly pretty. Her small, serious mouth was 
offset by full, sensuous lips. They were folded into a permanent crimson pout, the kind that 
had grown men weeping with desire. 


She was wearing a frilly, pink baby-doll; a sheer, translucent nightie which barely reached 
down to her waist. A pair of nylon panties were clearly visible below her belly button; shiny 


full briefs with floral insets and lacy trimmings. She felt suddenly embarrassed, like a little 
girl who discovers that her party dress is way too short. She fought an impulse to pull down 
the hemline and hide herself from the world. 


It was a rather odd thought given the circumstances. Her world had gone haywire in the 
space of a few hours, she'd lost her body, her world, her life. So what if her underwear was 
on display? She had far more important things to consider for the time being. 


Still, the image in the mirror was utterly captivating. Danny found he couldn't look away, 
even for an instant. Her figure was petite but curvaceous; her legs lean and tapering. She 
could have been a ballerina or a gymnast, maybe even a catwalk model. Her breasts seemed 
large and supple, from what she could see of them. The nightie was extremely low cut, 
revealing a breathtaking amount of cleavage. 


(i'm beautiful) 


Danny looked away, her cheeks flaring with shame. What had she been thinking?! She 
wasn't a woman, this wasn't her body. She ... HE was a MAN for Christ's sake, not some 
mincing sissy-boy playing dress-up in his sister's bedroom. No man wants to be beautiful. A 
man should be strong, powerful, respected; but never beautiful. Yet here she was, posing 
before the mirror in her lacy, pink lingerie, admiring her figure like a giggling prom queen. 


She was trembling. A rash of cold gooseflesh buzzed across her naked shoulders. She had 
never felt so alone, so isolated in her life. The full horror of her situation came crashing 
down like the sword of Damocles. She was a sixteen year-old girl with no past, no family, 
and not a cent to her name. She owned nothing but the clothes she was wearing (a short, 
pink babydoll and a pair of lace panties; what more could a girl need?). Danny Milner had 
been a worthless, pointless excuse for a man, but at least he'd managed to survive after a 
fashion. Now, she had nothing: no friends, no money, no life. 


What am I going to do? 


She sat down on the bed, hiding her face in her hands like a child afraid of the dark. The 
room seemed to lurch and bend in undulating grey waves, like a set in some 
incomprehensible German expressionist film. Stars flickered momentarily across her vision 
as she wavered on the verge of consciousness. It wasn't the alcohol; she had no trace of a 
hangover. Not even the slightest hint. Why should she? She hadn't been drinking last night. 
Danny had. 


Danny Milner, undiscovered artist, part-time philosopher and full-time social failure. 
Danny Milner, who couldn't hold a job (or a girlfriend) more than two weeks at a stretch. 
Danny Milner, who made up for his innumerable shortcomings by touring the dives of the 
Westside. Danny Milner, that pathetic, self-pitying waste of a human being, who'd drunk 
himself into oblivion and woke up, half-naked and penniless, in the body of a sixteen year- 
old girl. 


What am I going to do? 


She looked hesitantly around the room once more, hoping to make sense of this nightmare. 
Where was she? How had she gotten here? Where was her money, her clothing, her former 
life? There was absolutely no sign of Danny Milner to be seen anywhere; no jeans dropped 
carelessly to the floor, no shirt slung over the back of the chair, no cheap vinyl wallet lying 
empty on the writing desk. Elvis has left the building folks. Permanantly. 


What am I going to do? she asked herself for the third time, her eyes stinging with 
approaching tears. She covered her face again, her long golden hair spilling down either 
side of her shoulders. She wept, quietly as a child weeps, her body shivering with cold and 
fear. The room was silent, apart from the lonely sobbing of a frightened teenaged girl. 


What am I going to do? 


The answer would be a long time coming. 
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